The mjl lamentable Tragedy 
Lau. Who bare my letter then to%omeo? 
3° hn - 1 "“M notiendit, hereit isagaine, ' 
Nor get a Meffenger to bring i t thee, 8 
So fearefull were they ofinfeftion. 

T . , * Unha PPy fortune , by my brotherhood 
The letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Oi- deare import; and the negle&ingit 
May doe much danger. Frier John goe hence, 

u„rj;cT Cro ' v - andbrinsitft ^ ht 


Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Lm. Now mufti to the Monument alone,’ 

Within thefe three houres will faire Juliet wake • 

She will befhrew me much that Tomeo * 

Hath had no notice of thefe accidents : 

But I wiH write againe to Mantua, 

And keepeher at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore living coarie clos’dina dead mans tombe. 

7> Enter Paris and his Vaqe. 

Ye™ !v o,r rri "hboy-hence. & «f„d aloofe, 

Yet put it out , for I would not be feene : 

Under yond young trees lay thee all along, 
thy eare clofe to the hollowground. 

So ftiall no foot upon the Churchyard reead, 
eing J°ofe,unfirme, with digging ap of graves. 

But thou fhalt he are it : whittle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approach. 

Give me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee, goe . 

Page. Iam almoft afraid tq-ftandalone 
Here in i the Churchyard , yet I will adventure. 

n Lrll' flovver ’ mth flowers thy bridall bed I ftrew ■ 

Ovvoe, thy Canopy is duftand ftones. 

Which with fiveet water nightly I will new; 
ThS- ngthar L VVIth teares d ^ nl ’ d hymones, 

Phe Obiequies that Ifor thee willkeepe. 


Night. 


ft#* 


of Romeo and Juliet i 

Nightly (ball be, to ftrew thy grave and weepi 

Whittle Boy . 

The Boy gives warning, fomething doth approach s 
What curfed footvvanders this way to night, 

To crofle my obfequies and true loves right ? 

What with a torch ? night muffle me a while. 

SnterfkotnzoaKd Balthazer hie man . . 

%om. Give me the mattocke and the wrenching iron. 
Hold, take this letter , early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my Lord and father. 

Give me the light ; upon thy life I charge thee 
What ere thou hear’tt or feeft ftand all aloofe. 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I delcend into this bed or death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face. 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring that I muft ufe 
In deare employment therefore hence, be gone. 

But if thou jealous doft returne to pry 
In what I farther fhall intend to doe. 

By heaven I will teare thee joint by joint. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limbs s 
The time and my intents are favage wild; 

More fierce and more inexorable farre. 

Than empty Tigers, or the roaring fea. 

Bal. I will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Tom. So (halt thou ftiew me friendlhip : take thou that, 
Live and be prolperous, and farewell good fellow. 

Bal. For all this fame He hide me hereabout, 

His lookes I feare, and his intents I doubt. 

Tom, Thou deteftable maw , thou wombe of deaths 
Gorg’d with the deareft morfell ofthe earth. 

Thus I enforce thy rotten jawes to open, 

And in defpite lie cram theewith more food. 

Par. This is that baniftrt haughty Mount ague. 

That murdred my Loves coufin ; with which griefs 
It is fuppofed the faire creature died 
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